
5^ The Tragedy ^Othello * 

i hat makes ambtion vertuc : O farewell. 

Farewell the neighing Stecd,and the fhri.I Trumpe, 

The spirit-uirringDrumme.the eare-peircing Fife: 
i he royal! Banner,and all quality, 

Piide,pompc,and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And O ycmortall Engincs,whofe wide throates, 

Tne immortall I ottes great clamor counterfeit; 
l aicwell, Othello's Occupation’s °one. 
lag. Iftpoffiblemy Lord ? ° 

Oth. VillainCjbe lure you prone my Loue a whore 
I>e lure or ir,giue me the oeuler pi oofe. 

Or by the worth of mans eternal! foulc’ 

Thou hadft bin beiterhaue beene borne a do<* 

Then anfwer my vvak’d wrath. 
lag. I ft come to this ? 

Oth. Make me to fee’t,or at the leaf! fo prone it, , 

That thcprobation,beare no hinge, nor loop's. 

To hang a doubt on .• or woe vpon thy life. 

Jag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. It thou doeft flander her, and torture me, 

Ncuer pray more, abandon all remorce. 

On horrors headjhorrors accumilatc : 

Do deeds, to make heauen weepe,all earth amaz’d, 

Loi nothing canft thou to damnation ad greater then that, 

Ia i‘ ° grace, O heauen defend me. 

Are you a man.haue you a foule or fence > 

God buy you, take thine office, - O wretched foolc, 

Fhat liuclt to make mine honefty a vice, 

0 monftrous world/akc no:e,take note,0 world, 

To be direft and honeft,is not fafe, 

1 thankc you for this profit,and from hence, 

I le loue no friend, (idee loue breedcs luch offence, 

Oth. Nay ftay,thou fhoiildft be honed. 

Jag. I (hould be wife, for honeftie’s a foole. 

And loofesthat it workes for : 

I fee fir,you arc eaten vp withpaffion, 

I doe repent mg t hat I put it to you, 

You 


The Moorb of V ehkev 

You wou'd be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay,I will. 

lag. And may,but how, how fatisfied my Lord ? 
Would ycUjthe fupcruifov gcoffely g ipe on. 

Behold her tope ? 

Oth. Death and damnation — oh. 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke,- 
To bring em to that prolpc6f,dam cm then, 

If eucr mortftll eyes did fee them boulder 
More then their owne; what then, how then ? 

What fhall I fay ? where’s fatisfa&ion ? 

It is impoffible you fltould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goate$,ashot as Monkies,, 

As fait as W olues,in pride; and fooles as groffe. 

As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay. 

If imputation and ftrong drcumftances. 

Which leadedirc&ly to the dcorc of truth. 

Will giuc you fadsfa&ion,you may ha’t. 

Oth. Giuetne aliuingreafon,that(hee’sdifl®yal!. 
lag. I doe not like the office, 

But fich I am enter’d into this caufe fo farre, 

Prickt to’t by foolifli honefty and loue, 

I will goc on : I lay With Cafsio lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth,! could not fleep. 
There arc a kinde of men fo loofe of loule. 

That in their flecpes will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kinde is Cafsio : 

In fleepe I heard him fay.Sweete Defdmona , 

Let vs be merry, let vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir,would he gripe and wring my hand, . 

Cry out,fwecte creature, and then kiffe me hard. 

As if he pluckt vpkiffes by the rootes. 

That gre w vpon my lips,then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and figh’d,and kiffcd,and then 
Cried, turfed fate,that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O Monftrous,mon(lrous« 
lag. Nay, this vyas but bis dreatne. 
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